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that dead Chdncldla coming swiftly towards him on
one leg, with its dead half, from whose bones the
flesh had rotted away, hanging down, and its left
eye blazing with flames of rage, calling out with
a voice like the scream of Rdwana: Underdone, over-
done, undone! Then that het&ra then and there
abandoned the body in her terror. And Kritakrita
rose up, and ran out by a door, which led out upon
the balcony, while the CMnddla hastened after him.
And finding no other outlet, Kritdkrita flung himself
down into the street, and was dashed to pieces, and
died.

So now tell me, Princess, what did that corpse
mean by his words ? And Rasak6sha ceased. Then
the Princess said: There Is no difficulty in this.
Woe to the feeble souls that have not courage to
carry through what they have the presumption to
begin ! They do indeed either too little or too much,
and are themselves their own undoing. For the
strong in virtue avoid sin altogether: while the
daring in vice face the consequences of their own
conduct: those attain heavenly rewards, and these
the good things of this world; but the coward souls
who are too weak to be either virtuous or vicious
are punished by that very weakness in the form of
their consciousness of guilt, and lose both worlds.